EXTREMES MEET

else was going to do it ? " If it's an awkward job, it's a
job for Milton." That was what the Skipper would say.
That's what he had always said. Who had undertaken
every dangerous and difficult job for more than a year ?
Milton. Well, he couldn't blame the Skipper. The
Skipper had to think of what the country wanted. It
was his duty to use the best man he had got. There had
been that plan to hold up the German mail in the days
when it used to go north by car. Who had been sent to
keep an eye on the six irregulars that were to trench the
road ? Milton, of course. And when he had reached the
frontier-town he had forgotten the name under which
the Skipper was going to communicate with him. Why ?
Because of the danger he had run into with the place full
of soldiers. What a week he had spent, trying to remember
his false name. All day long bolted in the privy with a
loaded pistol each side of him on the seat. Enough to
turn any ordinary man's hair white. All day long, and
people trying the door every five minutes. And what
thanks had he received ? To be called a bloody fool when he
got back. If it had been anybody except the Skipper who
had called him that, where would he be by now ? Why,
in his coffin. But he couldn't have shot the Skipper. No
doubt, he had been all at sea without Milton for a week,
One had to make allowances for a man sometimes.

With this reflection the agent called Milton pulled
himself off the frowzy bed, and after practising upon his
image in the looking-glass the effect of one or two new grim
facial expressions he set about his toilet. It was a simple
business. He sluiced some tepid water over his large face
and dried it on a towel hardly bigger than a duster. He
put his legs upon the window-sill in turn and wiped his